The leaves have brown content ;
The wall to me has freshness like a scent,
And. takes half animate the air,
Making one life with its green moss and stain ;
And life with all things seems too perfect blent
For anything of life to be aware.
The very shades on hill, and tree, and plain,
Where they have fallen doze, and where they
doze remain.

No Ml can idler be than I ;
No stone its inter-particled vibration
Investeth with a stiller lie ;
No heaven with a more urgent rest betrays
The eyes that on it gaze.
We are too near akin that thou shouldst cheat
Me, Nature, with thy fair deceit.
In poets floating like a water-flower
Upon the bosom of the glassy hour,
In skies that no man sees to move,
Lurk untumultuous vortices of power^
For joy too native, and for agitation
Too instant, too entire for sense thereof,
Motion like gnats when autumn suns are low^
Perpetual as the prisoned feet of love
On the heart's floors with pained pace that go.
From stones and poets you may know,
Nothing so active is, as that which least seems
so.
For he, that conduit running wine of song,
Then to himself does most belong
When he his mortal house unbars
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